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AMONG THE DRUSES

desert. The camels which Daoud had promised were
thus far unnecessary. We were traveling in a big open
Cadillac, and intended to reach Souieda, the Druse cap-
ital, late that afternoon.

Our first glimpse of Souieda, rising miles away beyond
the level plain, showed that it was no typical Arab city
of any sort which I had previously seen. It was more
like a feudal hill-town in Brittany, with its massive gray
stone walls, square parapets, and close-clustering houses
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as solid as if they had been hewn from the living rock.
There was never a dome nor a minaret, for the Druses
are not Moslem.

They are a separate race, held together by a secret re-
ligion and by their marriage laws, which inflict swift
death on any Druse woman who seeks to marry outside
her own people.

Some of them have become Europeanized city-dwell-
ers, but they remain always Druses and are welcomed as
brothers when occasion takes them to the Djebel.

Like all Arabia, the Djebel Druse was theoretically
under the domination of the Ottoman Empire for cen-